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'What,5 she said, cfrom my dear ambassador, my dear
Morcsini. Why didn't you give it me three months ago?3
T am to blame, mademoiselle, but there is no address. I
am glad to have met you.'
'We live in Denmark Street, Soho. Will you come to-
morrow ?'
'Unfortunately I am engaged. Lord Pembroke dines with
me.'
'Will you be alone?'
CI think so.'
'Then we will come and see you.'
I gave her my address. On hearing it she smiled.
cWhy, you are the Italian gentleman whose notice of
lodgings to let made all the town laugh! I am told the
joke cost you dear!'
'On the contrary, I owe to it some of my happiest
memories.5
CI wanted to offer myself as a lodger, but my mother
would not let me.'
'What need had you to look for a cheap lodging?'
'None whatever; but I wanted to amuse myself and
punish the audacious writer of the notice.'
'How would you have punished me?'
'By making you love me, so that you suffered the most
frightful tortures afterwards. Oh, how I should have
laughed!'
'You think you can make any one you choose fall in love
with you, and then propose to play the tyrant? The scheme
is monstrous, and it is a pity you do not let men see more
plainly the kind of woman you are. I, at least, will be on my
guard against you.'
'You must make a resolution not to see me again, then,
or else all your labour will be lost.'
I considered this little dialogue to be merely a passing
pleasantry, for Miss Charpillon was laughing all the time;
but I could not help admiring her beauty and a vivacity
which was calculated to help her to carry out any plan she